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My Friends : I’m fond of ammals, 
As everybody knows ; 

Besides, they help me in my work 
By crowding round to pose, ‘ 

The dogs, the cat—dear innocents, 4 4 : 
With sweet and artless look, ? 

pied 

Are all collected on this page i gt 
To mtroduce my book, ¢ 

But af you fear Pett’s Journal’s filled _ 
With studies of these sillies, 

Just turn the pages and you'll find 


Tm also fond of filhes ! 
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Thus style promises to be all the rage this summer—that 1s, af we 
get any summer, (I mean the hat) It’s just the thing for the long, 
hot, sunny days. 

Cool and shady, it covers a large area, or, at any rate, as large an 
area as any reasonable person would demand. If you observe it closely 
(observe it closely, please!) you will notice that though plain and 
unadorned to the point of sumpheity, without any unnecessary frills, 
furbelows and what-have-you, 1t boasts 2 seductive, not to say voluptu- 
ous curve; m fact, more than one 


Tt 1s micely rounded and—by the way—are you still looking at the 
hat ? If you are, you must be mad on hats, or a mad hatter or something 


Even the dog’s tongue is hanging out, but that may be because of 
the heat 





FISHY STORY 


By hook or crook I'll make a cast 
To catch that saucy fish, 

And when I’ve landed bum at last, 
PII cook him in a dish ' ‘ 

T swing the rod—the reel spms round— f 
The line runs out and—# | / 

I fear by that mp-tearng sound ft 
T've only caught ius eye ! ip 
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BEAUTY AND. THE BEAST / | HERE'S FIVE 









8 
VE. BEEN (ar! WONDER [TEN KISSES, 

fp» JASKED To HELP OVS WHAT THEY ESS BEAUTY! 

Z AT THE FETE,SO 4 


1 MusT LOOK 


MY BEST! 
























= 
IF THAT WAS WRONG, JIM JOLLY! 
BEAUTY |'LL Go Ai VM TWO POUNDS 
FOR THE. LADY! ‘ Less— 
—|\ STRIPPED! 
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= KS iY A ig fy i: 
UR 
$ MISSY, NEXT 
To OURN! eS 
e et 
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HELP!—11's yan Look AFTER ; 
“THAT AWFUL YOUR PRIZE sow } | 5 Ni : IVE WON 
SAM SLOBBER! . / \ : THE LADY, 

ae \ &) AX GAFFER! 
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PERSONAL CALL 


This is 
PARK Four-two . . 


Hul—lo f Fee i= 


Oh, no, I'm not Engaged .. 


‘That's right 
you're through 


Press Button A 
Why fim, you sound exraed | 
V’m holding on, but I can’t wart 
‘All mght, my darlng jim, 
‘Unless you mean to make a date 


T think 1° dal TIM ' 


OF course T love—there zo the pips ! 


You’re wasting time, my own ! 


‘Comeround, and fear from my own ps 


What I can’t fell-a-phone | 
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NATURE STUDY 

Now, boys, I want you to study this springy young 
sapling. It’s as straight and slender as a silver birch 
should be. That, of course, 1s because st is & bircb—and 
that’s what you'll get of you don’t attend Jones Minor ! 
What’s that ? You can’t see the tree for the trunk ? A 
tree as no torso, boy! Just note its sim limbs and 
delicate lines topped with feathery foliage. No, no, 
you never sce anything so fine on the beach 

If you sbake it the leaves will fall, and—Good Heavens, 
girl | This isn’t a co-ed class | Keep to your own form, 
please. You've completely runed our Jesson in botany ! 








Night must fall for one and ali 
And little girls must go to bed, 
Just time to make a good-night call, 
Then “ Sweet Dreams, Sleepyhead {” 
For ne on but the Moon may peep 


When good gurls fail—asleep. .. 





The most sensational case in my career (said Detective Inspecto: 

it 
Tom Hawke, C LD) was one I sball always rememther as the Body in 
the Bath—although in the official records it’s filed under the name of 
Black Bruno. 


It was a lovely Body. We policemen don’t often find one like that, 
in_a hath or elsewhere ,... but I must tell you ahout it 

Td heen after this character—Bruno, I mean—for months. He 
was a thoroughly bad type, who’d carned his hlack name hy hemg 
muxed up ina traffic that’s known as White Now I was on his track at 
last. I'd discovered, through roundahout means, that he was thick with 
a show-girl who was supposed to help him select his vicums Trouhle 
was I didn’t know which show-girl | Once I’d got her I'd got kim, hut 
that was no easy task in a city Ikke this, and if it hadn’t heen for the 
Body—Dud I mention that hefore ? I did. Well, Pl get on 

One night, after I’d done the round of the shows and was no nearer 
locating this dame, I went home and flung myself wearily down on the 
sofa 1 was so dispirited that I hardly bothered to glance across the way 
to see if the girl in the opposite flat was retiring to bed I usually knew, 
hecause she rarely took the trouble to draw her curtains, and, as a police 
officer, 1t was my duty to keep my eyes open Besides, she was a person- 
ahle poppet... 

This might I’d had my fill of lovelies, and I shouldn’t have looked 
twice at her window if it hadn’t suddenly struck me that it was open, 
and the Body—I mean the girl—was hanging half out of i, yelling 
4 Sbe was in such a state that she didn’t seem to notice that her 

etgnotr WaS open too, and even at that dim hour, I 
without benefit of brassiere ogee 

“Can you come across to my flat, quickly ?*? sh ed, 

sort of subdued urgency, ‘ There’s a Body im ue Bath!” aca 


“ It ought to he yours, hy the look of you,” I answered soutly, 


She withdrew into her fluffy gown ‘ But he’ Wee 
UT oie mR RL ee 


“ Why don’t you call the police—? —” I hegan grimly. 

“ Pm a show-girl, I don’t want a scandal !” She glanced anxiously 
down into the little court that separated our buildings, as if fearful 
that this curious nocturnal conversation might be overheard. “ Please ! 
I thought you’d help |” 

“So you're a show-girl 2 And there’s a hole in ius nut?” I 
suddenly remembered somethmg I’d heard about Black Bruno—a 
scat—just ahove his eyes. “Hang on! I'll be night over !” 

Could it be possible that the guy Pd been hunting round the 
theatres for months was living with his female accomplice almost on 
my own doorstep ? I was soon to find out. 

“ Why pick on me to get you out of this jam ? ”* Tasked suspiciously, 
as she opened her door to me. 

“ Because your window's just opposite my hedroom.” She coloured. 
“And Pve often noticed you—watching me” Long, black lashes 
swept her damask cheeks She was a hlonde, and seemed to have every- 
thing, hut this time it was all tucked away heneath her dressing gown 
“ Please tell me what I’m to do.” 

“ Well, you’ve come to the tight shop,” I told her briskly “I am 
the police Inspector Hawke, at your service.” 

“Oh, no!” Her hands came instinctively up against my chest, 
as ifto har my way ‘ You’d better not comein | I—” 

“ Tes a hit late now,” said I, hrushmg past her into the main room 
of her place ‘‘ Show me this hody In the hath, did you say PE 

Her brief resistance collapsed She led me into a Little tiled bath- 
room opening off the lounge It had a curious smell, There was certamnly 
a hath there, half full of water, the rest of which had slopped all over 
the floor But 1t was un- 
occupied. No Body (Yes, 
I know about the ntle of 
this story. We'll come 
to that later.) 

Her hand flew to her 
mouth to suppress a litde 
scream “It was there! 
I swear xt!? she panted. 
“I'd come back from the 
theatre, turned on the 
taps, undressed in my 
bedroom, and when I 
returned, there he—it— 
was, lying half submerged, 
with his eyes shut and 
hus mouth open!” She 
gave a swift, dramatic 
representation of the vic- 
tum—and I had to check 
an insane impulse to kiss 
her parted ips“ I ran 
hack to my hedroom at 
once and called for you!” 





“ Hardly ume for the Body to get up and walk out, was it?” 
commented drily “ Besides, your front door was shut I must say 
you’re a good actress !”” 

She flushed “ I’m not really an actress. I’m a nude im a musical ” 
She mentioned ahout the only show—an obscure suhurban one~I 
hadn’t seen | 

“Name ?” I had my notchook out now, in my best professional 
manner. “ Nuda Verity. But—”? 

“That will he your stage name, I take it But it doesn’t matter. 
You go hack to your hedroom and put on something decent ” I took her 
gently hy the shouders. “‘ While I look for clues. Fhen you can give me 
a full statement for the station.” 

She secmed about to resist again, thought hetter of it and pattered 
out in her little apricot mules 

I stooped to examme the hath. The water was greenish, from some 
sort of hath salts, hut not strong enough to conceal the colour of hlood, 
af there had heen any. The smell was unpleasant—sweet, hut not 
fragrant. . Suddenly I grabbed the geyser 

Acthat moment the hathroom door closed behind me and there was 
the chck of a key turning in the lock—on the outside | 

I didn’t waste time rattling the handle or shouting I turned my 
attention to the geyser. It was not that the tap had heen turned on 
The whole jomt had heen unscrewed and removed, and the gas was 
seeping into the hittle room, filling it, overpowering me with its sickly 
smell. The window was tightly shut and somehody had locked me in | 

It all seemed as plain as a pikestaff Black Bruno, the girl-friend 
who helped him im his nefarious activities, my persistent inquiries 
among the show-people. I had just walked into a trap 

But I wasn’t going to sit down and he quictly suffocated so that 
the coroner could hring in a verdict of “ Accidental death—while 
helping to mend a lady’s geyser.” 

I sprang up on the window- 
ledge, upsettmg a cataract of cos- 
metics, and forced up the catch. In 
afew moments I found myself m the 
fresh ar, chnging dizzily to the 
coping of the wall, unhealthily high 
above the ground, hut just next to 
Nuda’s hedroom window, And this, 
providentally, was sull open. 

At the peril of my neck I gamed 
her window and peered in. 

She had started to dress, and 
had got as far as black lace panties 
and hrassiere, when it seemed to 
have occurred to her to hurn some 
letters. Some were already in ashes 
on the floor, she was apply:mng a 
match to another. 





In one hound I was inside 
the room and had snatched 
the scorched fragment from 
her hand I had only to glance 
at a few phrases, “ Nuda 
darling. .be reasonable. ... 
most girls love the life m Rto 
.. + Bruno...” 

“So that’s why you lured 
me into your parlour?” I said 
bitterly “You thought it was 
time to stop my enquiries mto 
your nasty little racket with 
Black Bruno, eh ?” 

“Oh, no, you musn’t 
think that!” A burt look 
came ito her eyes, almost as 
af Thad struck her“ I didu’t 
realise what he was after— 
at first. I thought he was 
just attracted. But then Myra 
disappeared, and when he said 
he’d fixed a tour in South " 
America for me and some of the girls, I suddenly understood his filthy 
game, and hroke with him. In fact, I let him know I was gomg to 
report him. That’s why I was so scared to find him dead, in my flat, 
just after our row. You must sec that.” 


“ T mght—~f you hadn’t locked me in your fatal hathroom and tried. 
to gas me!” 


“Locked you in—?—Gas?” Her wide, uncomprehending 
stare would have convinced a jury of old maids. “‘ When ?” 


“ Just now, Muss Verity,” I said, accenting the name. ‘* Come and 
see for yourself,” and taking her firmly hy the elhow, I led her into the 
lounge As we crossed to the hathroom door, I noticed a damp trail 
leading from 1 to a curtained alcoove—one of those hanging wardrohes— 
in acorner, But I had no time to speculate, for at that moment, girlish 
voices were heard on the landing outstde, and there was a penetrating 
ring at her door. We hoth stood as if paralysed, my hand on her arm, 
and J thunk that was the first time esther of us realised that she was in 
her undies ! 

“ Hi-ya, Nuda! Are you m?” The letter-box was lifted and 
feminine accents floated hreezily through “ It’s us—the Girls ! Open 
up, old thing !” 

Nuda looked wildly at me as if im appeal. I nodded. “ Let ’em 
all come,” I whispered, and, releasing her elbow, sped across to the 
hanging wardrohe to conceal myself within. 

I was istantly conscious of two most disturhing, unexpected 
phenomena—the unpleasant proximity of a wet body, and the still 
more startling jah of cold steel in my mhs “‘ Keep quiet 1” rasped a 





mascubne voice“ This auto~ 
matic’s lable to go off!” An 
odour of stale whiskey accom- 
panied the threat. 


At the same time, the flat 
door was opened to admit an 
influx of shrill, chattenng 
femmty “ Thank goodness 
she’s alive! “Are you alone, 
old girl? "—* Isn’t he here?” 


“ Of— of course I’m 
alone,” I head Nuda stam- 
mer, but the he seemed to 
come with less conviction than 
those sbe had told me “ And 
who’s he?” 

Bruno, of course, darling. It was dis party—after the show— 
the one you wouldn’t come to! He got so mad at you—and he was 
pretty tigbt when he left—that he said be was going to kil! you |” 

“ Gladys swore there was a gun sticking out of his pocket |” 

* Nora thought it was a hup-flask; but when he left us flat, and 
didn’t come back, we got the wind up. Sure you’re all mght >” 

* Of course I’m all right,” said Nuda 
in a steadier voice. “ It’s sweet of you to 
worry about me, girls, but I’m ratber tired. 
I was just turming in.” 

‘* Oh, then, we'll go. Isn’t there a smell 
of gas round here ? ” 


“Yes Itsaleak Til turn it off at the 
maim Night, girls ” 

I heard the show-girls depart, the door 
close after them. Nuda was stooping to 
fiddle with a little gas-meter hetund it when 
I emerged from the curtains, my hands 
raised imgloriously above my head and the 
moist companion of my concealment shoving 
a gun in my back 


Sbe straightened up with a termfied 
shrick of. “ Bruno!” and I swivelled my 
head to confront a dark, evil face with a 
deep scar dinting the forehead. 


“No tucks!” growled Black Bruno. 
“ Move over to her—take her im your arms 
—and both face me !” 


I obeyed, more to comfort Nuda than 
from any thought of surrender; and she 
came softly, trembling, into my arms as if 
she helonged there. 








““T mugbt have been drunk when I bust into the flat to sete 
accounts with you, my girl,” he went on im the same menacing tone, 
“but ’'m not now I guess that tumble into your blasted bath sobered 
me up! I meant to leave you to soak—and suffocate—but I shpped 
while I was removing that joint. And maybe it was all for the hest, 
You calling your flatfooted friend here gave me the chance to nip out 
and across to the cupboard. Then I thought I'd got zm instead—but 
luck was still on my side. I’ve got you both together now |” 


* Why are you telling us all thts >” I asked, to gain time, 


* Just to let you know T’ve outwitted you, Mr Detective You're 
gomg to die in each other’s arms It can be a suicide pact or a shooting 
match. [ll leave the gun behind and let the coroner work it out for 
himself 1° 


He I:fted the pistol ; and at the same instant, Nuda burst from my 
arms and flung herself between us. With a cold thrill, I saw the muzzle 
pressed against her bare stomach, and heard the chick of the mecbanism. 


“To bell with that bath of yours!” Bruno screamed “ Tbe 
water’s got m the works!” and he came at me with the bute of the useless 
weapon raised for a blow But I gave him a clip on the yaw that put 
hum out.... 


** Well, that about closes the case,” I sad, panting shghtly. “ But 
you shouldn’t have rusbed him, Nuda, dear The gun mught bave 
worked ”” 


1 did it to save you,” she said, clinging to me aga. “I got 
you ito this |” 


* And I’m going to get you out of it, 1f I can,” I promised, petting 
her a bit “ There are enough charges against him without mentioning 
this little meident And you can go safely to bed while I cart him round. 
to the station ” 


I'd got him as far as the door, bandeuffed, when Nuda came to me 
again. “I cowldn’t sleep hete—alone—after all this,” she confessed, 
‘*T should have nightmares !”? 


I gave ber aspare key of my flat“ This 1s to show I trust you now, 
Nuda, and you can trust me Nip across and tuck yourself up 1n my 
bed. Make yourself at home If I get hack from the station to-night, 
Tl doss 2 the bath ” 


And that, really, 33 why I always remember this as the Case of the 
Body an the Bath I got away from the station quicker than I had 
expected, and, being a perfect gentleman, I lugged a whole heap of 
pillows and blankets into the bathroom to make up a hed for myself. 
But Nuda had remembered that she bad never had her hath after all, 
and she was init And, when you consider her profession, it was rather 
odd of her to throw the sponge at me and slap my face ! 


Scratch my back and Pll scratch yo: 
Pussy, there’s a pal! 

But please don’t dig those little claws 
So deeply im a gal! 

You can purr, and so can I— | 
But play fair, or the fur will fly! 4 








STATUES 


‘When we were young we used to play 
A game called Statues, which 
Resulted in odd poses not designed 
For pedestal or mehe 5 
We sent our little girl-friends guly spmong 
Round and round unul they came : 
Breathless to rest un comic stance—the weirdest winning 
‘The ample game { 


Now we are older we must be 
Content to look not touch ; 
The goddess in the garden 1s alas ! 
Beyond our eager clutch 
‘The law will not allow the merest totddle 
To mar her atutude, 
Much as we'd like to play at Statues with the model— 
When in the nude ! 
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She sits among the summer flowers, 
While leaves around her hightly curl, 
So sweet and gay ‘us say 
‘Which 1s the farrest—flower or gurl f 
But I could tell you pretry quick 
“The one that you'd prefer to pick ! 











WINDY! / .~ 
° / a 
Belinda gets the breeze up 5 a. = 
When autumm winds do blow! \ ! ec a 
Her hair-do may be ruffied— \ 
She might lose her chapeau ! i - 
{ 


But this 1s what arouses 


\ 
My curiosity :— | 
Why doesn’t she wear trousers | 


And keep her hatr on—sec 3 





es DANCING 





Mr Peabody, of Peabody, 
Pinhead and Peabody, Solicitors, 
cleared hus throat ‘‘ And the 
Ahkoond, after makmg provision 
for his—ah—wives and children, 
leaves you the sum of 50,000 
rupees, to be pad, in cash, im- 
mediately ’? 


“ Oh goody |”? exclaumed Digby Garden “ That should help me 
run my little country cottage winle I’m crossing carnations !”? 


“T doubt it, Mr. Garden,” said the solicitor, drily. “ Since the 
annexation of Ikhabad by Pakistan, the value of the Ikhabad rupee bas 
fallen considerably, and the exact figure tbat I am authorised to hand over 
to you amounts to five pounds, sixteen shillings and fourpence,”” 


Digby’s ingenuous young face fell. “ And 1s that all I get for 
sweating for five years in that climate as tbe Ahkoond’s aide-de-camp 
and Master of the Revels ?”’ he demanded ruefully. 


“No, that 1s not ell” The will crackled encouragingly in Mr. 
Peabody’s fingers. ‘‘ In addition to the cash bequest, you get an embossed 
camel-saddle—the silver of which I regret to say has long been melted 
down by the Commander of the Ahkoond’s Camel Corps—three 
Casbmere rugs, shgbtly moth-eaten, a silk cushion, a hookab and four 
dancing girls.” 


“ Four dancing girls ? I say, that’s better!” saad Digby, brighten- 
ang “Orisit ?” He grew thoughtful. “ I’m notin Ikhabad now, and 
they’re gomg to look a bit out of place im England—especially the rather 
prim little village wbere I ive | And how on earth can I afford *em ?” 


“ The situation is not so bad as you imagine,” went on the man 
of law. “‘ They bave not all arrived with the other items of your legacy 
One of them—I think it was Passion-Flower—bolted with the Com- 
mander of the Camel Corps the day after the Ahkoond’s demise ; 
another was accidentally included in hus funeral pyre, and a third— 
Less-than-the-Dust, I believe —marnied one of the ship’s stewards on 
the passage over. But the fourth—a rather attractive little piece called 


Kiss-me-to-death-Beloyed—got here safely, and now awaits your 
collection in my ante-room.’? 

He arose to throw open a door while he was speaking, and Dighy’s 
eyes were dazzled by a slender, graceful figure draped, from the bridge 
of her httle nose downwards, mm a flowing silken yashmak, and little else. 

“ But—good Heavens !—1s this all she has got on ?” be gasped, 
reeling in hrs chair “I can see practically everythmg except her face ! 
How on earth can I take her to Little Crotchets fike this ?” 

“ T had annecipated that difficulty, Mr. Garden,” said the solicitor, 
smoothly, “ and have provided a voluminous, but I hope styésk mackin- 
tosh which should cover all—ah—eventualities It wall cost you the 
trifling sum of—hum—five pounds, sixteen shillings and fourpence.”” 

“There goes my legacy ! ” lamented the unfortunate young man, 
“ This is too much ! I lead a quiet, unobtrusive hfe m Little Crotchets, 
tending my carnations I’m almost a recluse, What can I do with her ? 
What can she do for me?” 

Kiss-me-to-death-Beloved glided smuously towards him “I can 
dance for my lord,” she said in soft, melodious accents, and swayed 
into a slow, rhythmic movement, turning round several times before 
lum to display her hips. It was not a dance in which the feet played 
much part, 

* No, you can’t!” shouted Digby, hastily averting his eyes. “I 
saw enougb dances while I was in Ikhabad to last me a Iifeume ! P'm 
concentrating on flowers these days ” 

“ She might cook for you, and look after your house,” suggested 
Mr. Peabody, doubtfully, ‘After all, you’re a bachelor” 

The girl touched the Lno with her white forehead. ‘‘ Kiss-me-to- 
deatb-Beloved 1s your Slave, Command, and she will obey.” 

“ You'll have to take her, you know,” shrugged the lawyer. ‘‘ Can*t 
give the lass her marching orders. She’s got nowhere clse to go.’? 

Digby mopped his brow, 
and thougbt it over “ Get up 
off the floor, girl,” he said at 
last, and clapped his hands 
from old force of habrt, “‘ First 
thing, we'll have to change 
your name It sounds like a 
motto on one of those satlor- 
hats you buy at the seaside 
Kismet might serve.” 

“ Kismet hears ber fate, 
O lord,” responded the obedi- 
ent hour. 

Digby glanced sharply at 
her ‘Then you can drop the 
wisecracks Call me ‘str,’ see? 
Not so much of this slave and 
my lord business They wouldn’t 
understand it1n Little Crotchets. 
Can you cook?” 





“T can dance better, my—sir.”” 

“No, don’t start that again!” He checked ber in tbe middle of 
a wriggle by raising his hand, “ You'll bave to learn—to cook. And 
to dust. And sweep. And make beds. Beds,” he added, with emphasis. 
You'll sleep in the hittle artic under the eaves. I need the spare room for 
guests.” Another thought struck him. “I hope we don’t have any, 
but 2f we sbould you're my housekeeper, understand >” 

Kismet’s great, lustrous eyes worshipped him over ber yashmak 

“ Well, I’m glad everything’s settled satesfactortly, Mr. Garden,” 
said tbe solicitor, rubbing bis hands “‘ It might have been much worse, 
you Know. Camels, or a couple of eunucbs from the harem There’s 
a taxi outside, and with this mackintosh—” he threw the vast garment 
gallantly over her shoulders, trying to steal a peep at the hidden face— 
“you should be able to get the lady—and, ah, the otber effects—to 
tbe station without occasionimg mucb remark ” 

“Yes, I'd forgotten the camel-saddle,” muttered Digby. 

“Your servant will bear your hurdens, sir!” cried Kismet, 
cagerly, and began pihng tbe saddle, the rugs, and the cushion on top 
of her dark, shapely head. 

“No you don’t! Til carry the heavy stuff myself,” cred Digby 
quickly. “ We don’t want to look like Stanley’s expedition into Central 
Africa! You can bear the hookah, if you Ike * 

He shook hands with Mr. Peabody, ignoring that gentleman’s 
envious “ Goodbye, you lucky young dog ! ” and ieft the dingy London 
office, followed by his humble and haif-obliterated dancing girl bearing 
the hookah ke a sacred rehe before her. 

In the cab, Digby invited her to open the mackintosb, if she was 
fechng tbe heat, and gazed with more approval on his shapely legacy. 
“Not so bad!” he 
murmured “ Now 
we're free of that lech- 
erous old lawyer, let’s 
have your yashmak off 
and see your face, my 
dear 1” 

The girl lowered 
her enormous eyes, and 
a blush mounted to the 
pale crescent of her 
brow “Oh, no, my 
lord, that is one thing 
that I dare not permit!” 
she whispered. ‘“‘ We 
are not married |” 

“ Well, ’m dam- 
ned!” sad Dighy. 
ee oe 

It was not so bad 
—or good—as he had 
expected Few people 








knew lum in Little Crotchets, the remote country hamlet to which he 
had retired after leaving the Ahkoond’s service, and the instalment of 
am exotic young bousekeeper in Ins bachelor estahlishment was effected 
without giving rise to any embarrassing gossip. He declared the village 
out of bounds, preferring to do the shopping himself, and confined ber 
to hts own domain. This was fortunately fairly extensive, mcluding as 
it did, his garden, greenhouses (for crossing carnations), a paddock and 
an orchard, 


The problem of her unusual attire was more difficult Kismet 
resisted every attempt to put ber in a skirt and blouse, but at last agreed 
to a compromise by drscarding her flowing and transparent drapery 
for an almost equally revealing Bikmi. Her modesty would not pernut 
her to dispense with a yashmak, however. A brief triangle of silk now 
concealed the lower part of her face. This was probably regarded as a 
protection from sunburn by the postman and occasional tradesmen 
wbo caught tantalising glimpses of Mr. Garden’s week end guest 
fittering about the premises. It was, providentially, a bot summer. 


Aithougb disposed to barp on her terpsichorean talent, the young 
dancing girl rapidly settled down into a fairly efficient housewife She 
did all the chores as capably as any char, and witb a flattering servility 
not usually found among that sisterbood 


In fact, Digby was so pleased with ber innocent efforts to oblige 
that he sometimes rewarded her by mdulging her passion to dance for 
him. On these occasions, he either sat astride the camel-saddle on the 
lawn, or rechned on the cushion and moth-eaten Cashmere rugs, 
dreamuly puffing his hookah, while she wriggled and shimmied away 
to her heart’s content. 


A clap of the bands would either bring on the dancing girl, or 
dismiss her—as 1t would elicit almost any other service from her, apart 
from removing ber yashmak. 





Thus pleasant state of affairs went 
on for some time, while Dighy 
industrrously experimented with his 
carnations, and Kismet waited on 
tum hand and foot. He grew more 
than fond of her; she had become 
indispensable to lum. Then the 
blow fell. 


He was thumbing through a 
nurseryman’s catalogue in his study 
when he suddenly saw his Mother 
advancmg formidably up the garden 
path | 

Mrs. Garden rarely left her town 
flat to visit her son, but when she 
did so, it was invariably to advise him 
to marry and settle down 


Digby hastily clapped his hands. 
“ Go down to the orchard and stay 
there until I clap aga!” he com- 
manded, and as the obedient girl 
fled, he salhed forth to meet his 
Mother. 


“J was so pleased to hear about your legacy from Mr. Peabody,” 
she was soon saying. ‘ Quite a litle nest-egg, wasn’t it ?” 


Well, it helps,” admitted Digby guardedly. 


“Now you’ve got some moncy of your own, you should really 
thm about matrimony, dear” Here it was agam—but she had plainly 
heard nothing of Kismet. “ It’s not mght for you to live here all on 
your own, working away without the comfort of a wife” 

“Oh, I manage, Mother. J’m not the marrymg type, you know.” 

* So you always say, and I must admit you keep your house very 
neat and tidy for a bachelor But all the same :t’s not healthy, dear 
You need a nice domesticated girl to look after you. And I’ve found 
the very one ! I feel you must mect her, so Pve mvited Mrs Graham 
and her daughter Kathleen to stay here for a week-end with you. 
Kathleen’s a wonderful hitle manager, and—” 

“ What ?” Digby almost shricked “ You've mvited them to my 
house ? You mean you two old match-makers have planted this on 
me! J don’t even know her, and I hate managing girls. Besides, 
what about Kismet?” 

* Kismet ? ? 

“ My new hybrid,” Digby mvented wildly ‘‘ Sort of flesh tint, 
with black markings like eyes. I’m calling at Kismet ” 


*T'm sure Kathleen won't interfere with your work, dear. She'll 
be most interested. And if you don’t take to her, you need not pursue 
the acquaintance. After all, 1t’s only for a week-end .... 





“It’s only for a week-end,” Digby found himself explaining to 
Kismet a few hours later, when Ins clap had brought her eagerly to 
hus side. ‘‘ You'll pust have to camp out m that tent down in the orchard 
until these blasted females are out of the house. Lil keep ’em up this 
end” But the girl had fallen strangely stlent ... 


And on the morning of the fatal week-end, when he went down to 
give her a final warning to make herself scarce, he found she had actually 


disappeared. She had gone~wrthout even troubling to erect the tent 
as a blind! 


He was so distracted that when hus Mother brought the Grahams 
along he could hardly meet their eyes Mrs, Graham was a stout, 
middle-aged lady, and Kathleen was a slender young one, and that was 
about all he nouced. He showed them round the house and grounds in 
a sort of trance ; he even took them down to the orchard an a defiant 
hope that he would catch a ghmpse of a shy, sunburnt figure lurking 
among the trees , but in vain 


He was relieved when the ladies complamed of the heat, and his 
Mother and Mrs. Graham retired into the lounge, while Kathleen 
begged leave to change into something cooler. 


“ Pye only just come back from a holiday, you know,” she ex- 
pugned apologetically, ‘‘ and I’ve got so used to gomg around in bathing 
fart? 


Digby wandered out into the garden, paced through hus greenhouses, 
revisited the desolate orchard, and returned—to find Kiss-me-to-death- 
Beloved, in her orginal Ikhabad costume, blissfully practising one of 
her most voluptuous dances on the lawn | 


“ Kismet—darling | Where on carth have you been ?* He almost 
tushed at her ‘“* You must go ! You musn’t be seen here |” 


“Why not ? I’m your guest for the week-end, arent I?” The 
voice was different under the yashmak, yet strangely similar 


“What do you mean ? Who are you ?” he demanded wildly, 


“Tm Kathleen Graham, of course,’? was the sweet reply. “J felt 
like you about this match-making stunt which my mother and yours 
were hatching between ’em So when I heard about your legacy I 
persuaded that old darling Peabody to add me to the Ahkoond’s hequests. 
J wanted to find out what you were like in your natural Aab:tat before 
I came here as your guest. Mother thought I was on holiday while I 
was abasing myseif before you. And I found my Lord agreeable in the 
eyes of his slave, How did your wilhng Inttle dancing girl appeal 
to you?” 


Digby’s answer was to lift the yashmek from her face. “J don’t 
care if we’re not married—ye?,” he said, and hus lips found hers... . 


At that moment, the two scandalised mothers came hurryimg out. 
They felt that ther match-making schemes were progressing too 
quickly, and too far 


“SHEER” BEAUTY 


Her boy-friend gladly foots the brlls 
On Nelhie’s nylons—plus the duty— 
Content to watch her when she fills 
The shimmenmg hose with such sheer beauty: 
Although no doubt, to crown hns bliss, 4 
He claams the “custom” ary kiss! VE 
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THE SPECI RUM 


A Lecture on the Primary Colours 


By Proressor PEEP 


The colours of the spectrum are red, orange, yellow, green, 
blue and violet and these two young ladies have kindly consented to 
exhibit them for the purposes of this lecture, gentlemen. 


Gentlemen prefer blondes, but if you're no gentlemen the 
redhead on your right may be your cup of tea. 


Tea ts a healthy 
beverage, and the tea-rose 
remunds me that I’m 
having tea with Rose 
(that’s the blonde im the 
flowery kimono) The 
rose is red, the violet 
bluc, and the grass is 
gteen and so are you 
Well, of you’re not geing 
to lgsten you'd betier 
Jook . . The ladies will 
now step down from the 
platform and — please, 
gentlemen, don’t rush! 
Mind my = spectram—I 
mean spectacles . 
























CENTRE OF ATTRACTION 


“ What makes 2 Popular Pin-up Girl?” 
Is always rather a riddle Re 
‘The boys refuse the ones that J’d choose— oe 
They want the one im the middle ' we 
Z 





















v 
JUST TIME. 
FOR A SWIM! 











_ (RS 
come Of 
MAIStE! — 










WORTHINGTON WILL 
BE LOSING HER JEWELS: 
1F SHE INSISTS ON 
WEARING THEM 
IN PUBLIC So 






















QULMY MONEY'S 














“=| P25 ON YoU, MAISIE 
#) DON’T LET ME 


ty) 
iy QUICK, 
BTAKE iT! 


WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
HERE? AND WHO—WHO 
ON EARTH (S THE GIRL IN 
YOUR CUBICLE { GAVE 
























LEAVE (1 
To ME. (‘LL 
GET IF BACK! 


NO, FRED! 
LEAVE 'rTo | 
ME! YouVE DONE| 


THE NECKLACE To? 


/ DONT WORRY, MY DEAR, 
A FRIEND OF MINE SAW A 
GIRL PICK UP YOUR NECKLACE 
AFTER YOU DROPPED IT, SHE 
OBVIOUSLY, MEANS To STEAL, 
7, BOT LL GET tr 
BACK FoR YOU! 


STAND THERE.—— 
DO SOMETHING! 











PLEASE, MRS 
WORTHINGTON, CALM 
YOURSELF “THE MATTER 
HAS BEEN REPORTED. 
A SEARCH WILL BE 
MADE OF THE 
POOL! 

















MRS WORTHINGIONS 
NECKLACE! 
BUT HOW—? 


MY NECKLACE! 
IT's GONE! — 
} MUST HAVE 
DROPPED IT! 





WHO ARE You? AND 
WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
IN MY CUBICLE? 


I 
VE THIS BACK 


IMMEDIATELY AFTER 
“THE BEAUTY 
CONTEST! 


YOUR cusicLe! 
SUT THIS—OH, (iM 
TERRIBLY SORRY — 
(MUST HAVE MADE 
\ A MISTAKE! 


ig 
Ry GI 

















q 
ius sav you nave GY 
A MISTAKE! AND You 
CAN LEND ME YOUR 
TOWEL YOU'VE MADE 
MINE SOPPING WET! 




















T's GONE! BUT WHERE?.. 
OF couRsE' THE GIRL WHO 
HELPED ME PIN MY NUMBER ON 
1T WAS HER CUBICLE | WAS IN 
THE THIEF MUST HAVE INTENDED 
To PASS THE NECKLACE 





Is His ACCOMPLICE! 





“THERE THEY ARE, MRS WORTHINGTON, 
THERE'S THE MAN WHO STOLE 
THE. NECKLACE AND THAT GIRL 
























COME ALONG GIRLS! 
GET YOUR NUMBERS AND 
LINE UP IN ORDER! 














To You JUST NOW! { 
QUITE REALISE 11 WAS / THAN! 















(Here SHE Is! 

THERE'S THE GIRL 

WHO STOLE Your 
NECKLACE! 





OH, THANK You! 


You THIEF! 
GIVE ME BACK MY) D-DIDN'T 
NECKLACE! I'LL HAVE J STEAL IT! 
YoU PROSECUTED 

FOR THIS! 











HERE IS 
YOUR NECKLACE, 
MRS WORTHINGTON! 


(CAN'T SAY HOW 
SORRY 1 AM, MAISIE, f 1 
FOR SUSPECTING 

, Your 


“THAT S ALL RIGHT, 

MRS WORTHINGTON 

{ RATHER ENJOYED 

THE EXCITEMENT ! 
A 





GENTLEMEN, 
THE PLEASURE 
ts ALL MINE? 











Pett’s 
Calendar 


Here is a calendar wh ch wil stand 
or hang and will brygheen your hom 
ar office and gly t= each Monch a 
charoung change Drawn by the 
creator ol Jane ent studies 
bound with spiral In full 
colour ste $4" x7, 
Ist November 


PRICE 5/- inc PT. 









Greetings 
Cards 


These Greetings Cards strike on 
orginal note and will cherm the 
purchaser and recipient alke Each 
of the studjes hes been drewn and 
executed by Pete. Sot ef 8 cards 
w ch envelopes 


PRICE £)6 Inc PT 





Angela 
Darling 


Length story 
1e with sllustrations 






edion form 


PRICE F6 


n your Bookselter 
direct. te the 






27 AUGUSTUS ROAD, EDGBASTON, BIRMINGHAM 1S 


